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Circle of Life 


Author's Notes: 
) 
Let me know what ya think please! 


David stared out the window at the people walking by on the street, and sighed. Dave had a bad cold (he knew 
he shouldn't have let him go out to the store without a coat), and was stuck on the couch watching TV. He 
had tried to make him go sit outside in the sun (‘It'll be good for youl"), but Dave would have none of it. So 
they were watching a nature documentary on a family of bears. The ginger had grown particularly attached to 


the baby cub, and was glued to the screen 
"Just look at how cute he is!" Dave cooed, pointing at the TV where the cub was eating a handful of berries. 
"You sound like a goose when you talk" David snickered, handing Dave a tissue. 


"Shut up." The guitarist pouted, pulling his blanket up under his chin. Seeing David opening his mouth to say 
something, he quickly cut him off, "I won't get over-heated, shove off" 


"Finel" The bassist harrumphed, but he couldn't help but find it funny how much Dave resembled a little kid 


when he was sick. 


‘Oh no!" Dave gasped suddenly, jerking upright (David groaned as he saw a glass of water fly off onto the 
floor). 


The baby cub had wandered into the yard of what was obviously the house of a redneck. The owner came out 
of the house, and spotted the cub. He hollered at it, and threw a couple of beer cans, but the cub remained. 


The man left and went back into the house, and came back out with a shotgun. 


David glanced over at Dave with concern, and saw him sitting frozen beside him, eyes opened wider than he 


thought was possible. "Maybe we should turn it off, if-" 
He was cut off when the home owner shot the cub, and went back inside again, slamming the door behind him. 


"NO! HE ISN'T REALLY DEAD, IS HE?" Dave was shouting, turning to clutch David's shoulders and shake him 


back and forth. Tears were welling up in his eyes, and he relapsed into a coughing fit. 

David just sat there, shell-shocked Maybe he should see a doctor about this.. 

"If only the camera people had stopped him from going into that yard! And where was the mother?! OH GOD, 
WHAT IF SHE COMES AND GETS SHOT T00?" The ginger was full-on sobbing now, and David reached over to 
awkwardly pat him on the back. 


"Aw babe, its okay... Its just the circle of life.” 


"Circle of life my ass, | hate this fucking movie." Dave had stopped crying now, but violently grabbed the 
remote and mashed the buttons until the TV turned off. 


David sighed, picked up the glass that had fallen, and stared at the puddle of spilled water. "Well.. Why don't we 
just go outside for a little bit, and-" 


"No! I'm sick, | can't go outside." 


David just sighed in resignation as he left the room to put the glass away. This was going to be a very long 


week. 


Fever 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter, as requested. ;) 


"Screw you, stop talking.” 


David groaned, and let his head sink into his hands. This was easily the hardest and most aggravating thing that 


he'd ever done in his entire life. A grumpy, feverish Dave Mustaine was something to be reckoned with. 


"IFs just me... All l'm going to do is take your temperature, okay?" The bassist scooted his chair closer and 


held out the thermometer. 

Dave's bleary eyes focused on it for a moment before he waved an arm wildly and proclaimed to an unseen 
crowd, "l'm just letting all you motherfuckers know that | will be the last one standing." Batting away the 
thermometer, he pulled the blankets up over his head. 

After ten minutes of this, David was just about ready to start crying. "| need to find out if you have a fever! 
If it's too high we might need to go to the hospital. Please?" He tried to coax the stubborn ginger out from 
underneath the quilt. 


"No. I've been wanting to fight someone all day. Don't test me." 


David sighed in resignation and put the thermometer down "Fine. But if you get any worse (frankly, he didn't 
think that was possible), then we're going to the hospital.” 


A few minutes of silence had passed before Dave bolted upright in bed, his eyes wide. "I think I'm going to 
puke." He squeezed out through clenched teeth, and frantically trying to untangle himself from the blankets. 


David shot up as well, knocking down his chair. "GRAB THE BARF BAG!" Diving across the bed like a beached 


whale, he managed to snag the mass of red hair and pull it back from the guitarist's face. 
"What barf bag?" 


David just groaned in defeat, slowly getting up. "I'll go get some stuff to clean it up off the floor. And a 


bucket.. Go rinse your mouth out please." 
"Kay." 


When the bassist finally finished cleaning, fixing, and fetching (after much gagging), he shuffled over to the 


record player in the corner of the room and picked out a Rush album. "There." He collapsed into a chair and 


closed his eyes 
"Turn it off" Dave protested loudly. "I don't want to spend the last minutes of my life listening to Rush. 
"You aren't dying, Dave." David groaned 

"| just get upset when they try to kill me" 


Patiently, the brunette got up again and turned it off. "See, that's what I'm talking about with the insanity." He 


mumbled. 


"Shh. | want to hear how my plant sounds." Dave was cradling a dead leaf (God only knows how he got it) in his 
hands. 


David threw his hands up in the air and left the room. This was the last straw. Entering the bathroom, he 
opened the medicine cabinet and measured out a dose of Benadryl. "This should do the trick!" 


Walking triumphantly back to the bedroom, he thrust the tiny cup under the guitarist's nose. "Drink" 


Dave obeyed meekly (for once), and settled back down onto his pillow. Eyes drifting closed, he mumbled 
something that sounded like, "The world is my porkchop. | shall not want" Quickly followed by, "Me, | just suck 
the tears back into my skull, because l'm metal." The last sentence dissolved into snores however, and all was 


peaceful for the first time that day. 


David practically fell over, looking like a man who had just spent a week out in the wilderness. "It's just like they 


say: Time flies when you're unconscious." 


